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ASH WE 


DNESDAY. 


“Although not altogether a Saint, at the same time Poor Pa cannot be said to be an irreclaimable Sinner, and his Ash Wednesday celebrations show 
that his bump, of reverence is pretty well developed. Hunger and general depression take the place of festivity and happiness at the Mildeweries on the day 
To sit in sackcloth all day, 
The Twins are 


in question, together with Jrequent doses of lecture from Papa. 
joke, 


with nothing to satisfy the appelite except cold water, is nu 
now suffering from cold water on the brain.’—Toorste. 


A “NIGGER SALE.” 


IN 1859, Horace Greeley published an account of a anle of 
nezroes, This very interesting work has long been out of 
print, but we propose to give a few extracts from its start- 
ling contents, 

The largest sale of human chattels fora long while was 
this one on Wednesday and Thursday, the 2nd and 3rd of 
March, 1859, at the racecourse, near the City of Savannah. 
The lot consisted of 436 men, women and children, Every 
hotel, for some days past, had been crowded by dealers of a 
rough breed, slangy, profane and bearish, petty tyrants of 
the ricefields bordering the Dismal Swamp, carrying bowie- 
knives, whips and revolvers. 

But very few of the slaves were even a shade removed 
from the original Congo blackness. None had even been 
sold before. They were huddled into some sheds, and sat 
on the floor, no sign being visible of bench or table, On 
the faces of all was an expression of heavy grief. Some sat 
brooding moodily, their chins resting on their hands, their 
eyes staring vacantly, and their bodies rocking to and fro 
with a restless motion that never stilled. Few wept. The 
place was too public, 

The children were of all ages, down to fifteen days, A 
young negro baby looks like ananimated bit of india-tubber, 
and has wonderful powers of suction. Tf aman stood still 
for a minute, he was certain to havea baby hanging to each 
leg like acrab. During the days of inspection before the 


But such was the fate of Alexandry, Evelina, the Twins and Jubilee. 


A NAMELESS DEED. 


And five minntes later the fell deed was done. He had 


“Come! 
“ popped " the “ Waterbury " for three and sixpence, 


‘ “Miserable trembler! Infirm of purpose? Give 
done |” ” ‘ 


Hesitate no longer! The deed must be 
me the daggers !—1 mean tlhe— 


“I know it—yet my heart fails me!" 
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sale, the negroes were examined as if they had been brutes, The 
buyers pniled their mouths open to see their teeth, pinched their 
limbs to tind how muscular they were, walked them up and down 
to detect any signs of lameness, making them stoop nod twist to 
make sure there was no hidden wound or rupture. All these 
humiliations were submitted to without a murmur, 

Elisha, chattel No, 5, was auxious to be bought by a benevolent. 
looking gentleman,and knowing tuat perhaps the happiness of his 
whole life depended on his success, earnestly pressed his suit. 
“Look at me, mas'r, Am prime ricesplanter, Sho’ you won't find 
better on de whole plantation, Nota bit old yet. Do mo’ work 
den ever, Better buy me, mas'r. Ise be good servant, mas'r. 
Molly, my wife, too, sa, fus-rate rice hand; mos’ as good as me, 
Stan ont yer, Molly, an’ let the gen lien see. Show mas'r your 
arm, Molly. Good arm that, mas, She dow heap o' work, mas'r, 
Let good mas'r your teeth, Molly. See that, mas’r?) Teeth all 
reg lar—all good. Shem young gal yet. Come up, yer [srnel! 
Walk aroun’ an’ let the gen'lin'n see how spry you be, Little 
Vandy's only wehile yet, Make prime gal by aud by, Better buy 
us, nias'r. We'm fus-rate bargain.” 

But all this entreaty went for nothing, The benevolent old gen- 
tleman dealt elsewhere. 

‘Tue women never spoke to the white man unless spoken to,and 
then made the conference as short as possible, And not oue of 
them, all through the time they were subjected to the coarse ques- 
tions and insults, made use of an unwomanly or indelicate word. 

A party of men were conversing on the fruitful subject: of 
managing refractory niggers, Some were for severe whipping ; 
some recommended branding ; one or two advocated other modes 
of torture, But one large brate of aman, who had not taken an 
active part in the discussion, stve to assent with approving nod to 
any unusually barbarous proposition, at last broke his sileuce by 
saving, inan oracular way: 

“You may say what vou lise about managing niggers. T'm a 
driver myself, and have had some experience, and | ought to 
know. You ean tianage ordinary niggers by lickin’ ‘em, and givin’ 
‘omataste of the hot iron once ina while; but ifa nigger really 
sets himself up against me, F ean't never have any patience with 
him, I just yet my pistol and shoot him right down; and that's 
the best way.” 

And this brute was talking to gentlemen, and his remarks were 
listened to with approval. 

But, there, a few other strange things we must relate before we 
say goud-bye to Horace Greeley. 

e ° * * a 
OME NOOS, 

weav maid a norribil diseovry thea ona ixs annted, 
(Nect week, Flesh, Biol and Bours.” ) 

TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

— 
°° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
elioulel inelose a stauspye den relope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do wot inciose louse stamps. 


Quite beyond the limits, Vicen: You must really he content, 
Possibly it may, Povaro, Was it long ago you sent? Very 
pretty, LEONARD HLAstTInGs, Dut we cannot spare the apace, 
Nothing wonderful, Devoriv; Its avery common case, Thanks 
Sor letter, OLD SUBSCRIBER, Also entting you enclose, ALLY'S 
Sairly cheerful, thank you, Spite of all his many wees. Drawing, 
Vis, és amateurish, Thank you for itall the same. Sorry, WiLL, 
we cannot tell you. Dowt you knew the artist's name? Tootsic’s 
troth is plighted, SAMMY. Surely you hace heard of Bob, Thanks 
Sor invitation, CARPIE, SLOPER'S farrly onthe job, Your mistake 
entirely, RVADER: Thursday morning it should be, How you 
make et that, NCOWNTANT, AULY really fails te see, Use it some- 
where else IN CHAMBERS: Vou ean alter it, we think It is 
nothing, WALTER CALLIsH, Lut a difercace in the ink, 
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“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Laper inthe World, 


Porwarded toany part of the World, Surawak and Beehuanaland 
ewer pled, post frees 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or PLOLOLs ytyable te Gitbire DALZLEL, 
“Titk SLopenties,” 99 Siow LANG, Poser Street, Lonpos, E.C, 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post free to Newsagents 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 460.—The “Salmon Fishing" Costume. 


(Saturday, February 18, 1893. 


ALLY don't often go on the sponging lay nowadays; yet some 
of them amateur entertainments ain’t quite so much Niagara-like 
in the “Unsweetened” way as they might be. He went to four 
yards and a half of Shakespeare the other day, and all the refresh- 
ment that he got was a glass of cold water, with a powder-puff in 
it, stirred up with a hairpin, “ High art,” said the r Old Man, 
“isall very tine, but | like it split with a booze now and again ; and if 
it hadn't been for the sweet one with the golden locks, I should 
have thought 1'd taken a dead policeman to an Exeter Hall 
meeting.” *,° 


Self-Opiniated Individual. No, Mr. SLOPER, I refuse absolutely 
to listen'toa word, I've never been dictated to in my life—— 

The Eminent. Pardon me; I'm prepared to wager a five-pound 
note [| can give you an instance. 

Slf-Opiniated Indigidual, Done with you! it’s a bet. 

The Eminent. Very well, then; just recall to your memory the 
dictation class at school, Ah! thank you; [thought 1 was right. 
What do you say to a bottle on the strength of it? 

* 


+ 
THERE was a gay dentist named Pain, 
Who bore on his ’scutcheon no stain ; 
Yet the molars he drew, 
And the stumps that he slew, 
Equailed acres (and achers) of slain. 


“Lire,” said Miss Snookson, is all turmoil and bustle.” “No, 
dear, it ain't. Them bustles went out o’ fashion three year ago, 
more’s the pity, as I've got a pair o' most tasty birdcages at home 
us wouldn't get as much as oue and thrippeuce at the leaving-shop 
te turn ‘em into hen-coops.” *.° 


ScexE—A Police Court. 

Magistrate. Now, my boy, your schoolmaster, the prisoner, 
alleges that he was provoked into caning you by your calling him a 
confounded old seamp. ‘Tell me, did you use thuse words ? 

Ttoy (blubbering ), Ye-ve-yes, sir. 

Magistrate, Wel\—er—it was of course very impudent of you, 
but you aren good boy to spenk the truth. 

Prisoner, Vhauks, your worship. 

ss 


* 

“T pon’t know what to do with my boy Johnnie. His school- 
master tells me he is so backward with grammar and composi- 
tion "Oh, make him an author, madam; it won't be 
noticed then,” * 


Stingiman (fishing for cheap advice). T say, doctor, what on 
earth is it that causes this awful feeling of indigestion ? 

Doctor (looking supernaturally wise), Well, to tell you the truth 
‘come a little closer, so that 1 may whisper to you—I firmly 
believe that it is caused—now, don’t be nervous—that it is caused 
—by eating. Good moruing. *\° 


“T MET a publisher in the street the other day, and accompanied 
him to his office to talk over a matter of business. As we were 
going in, the counterman snid.‘A Mr. Brown has been in to see 
you, sir.” ‘Was he an author?’ inquired the publisher. ‘Oh, no, 
tir,’ innocently replied the man ; ‘he was a gentleman,’ "—Lztract 
Srom our own London Letter, oe 


Overheard recently near Rugby. SCENE—Country lane. 
Layggard Follower (dashing up in great haste). Where have the 
hounds gone, my man? 
Laconiec Rustic. Back to the kennels afore this time, I reckon, 


s 
“T WILL not sing the old, old songs,” 
The maiden said. “They're wuss 
Than all the new ‘uns which | know, 
And they’re bot worth a cuss.” 
| al 


= 

ANSWER TO CORRESPONDENT.—New Member writes to us a 
pathetic letter complaining that he has hitherto been afforded no 
opportunity of delivering his carefully-prepared maiden speech, 
and asking the most effective way of catching the Speaker's eye. 
Now, to our mind, New Member, the most effective way would be 
with a brick, Try that; it can’t fail if you're a fairly good shot ; 
and, in any case, it’s bound to create a bit of a sensation on the 


score of novelty, besides attracting public attention to yourself, 
-. 


* 
Brown, Sneeker is such a bally nuisance since he joined the 
Bine Ribbon Army. 
Robinson, How's that? 


on application, Child, Doesn't that blackbird sing | This gentleman, beating a gong, Brown, Why, you have to ask him three or four times before 
beautifully? Nurse, Yes; and he | They say has just come from Hong- he'll take a drink, and then he always refuses to staud one in 
PARIS: hever crivs like you do. ; Kong. : return, “on principle.” ee 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centines, or by Child. That's because you don't Well, perhaps that may be; s 


bath him and serub svap into his eyes However, you see 


special arrangement at eur Overheard at Curent Garden Carnival Bail. 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RuE DE LA BANQUE. 


SIX CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 
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Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty crcepted), who shall happen to mect 
with his or her death in a panies Accident, in any part or 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the eurrent issue of 
“ ALLY SLOPER's ITALR-IOLIDAY ” be found upon the Deceased at 
the time of the Accident, “ALLY Storen’s HALF-HOLIDAY” is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
tng at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~— 


“THEY make the modern hand-magnifying glasses wonderfully 
beable in this Nineteenth Century, The other day, when 
Esmeralda was stooping down to pick aviolet and | just looked at 
her, I’m blest if 1 didn't mistake her for the dome of St. Paul's, 
and the tortoiseshell hairpin at the back of her chump for the 
cross on the top.” eo 
* 

Impecunions Artist. Ten gninears, sir, would be my price for 
printing your portrait, and DT need hardly say that nowhere else 
comld you—— 

Wealthy Countryman, Ten guineas! Why, man, ve be mad. 
Ten guineas an’ | could get one o' them fash‘nerable fortygraphs 
taken of both of us, and a perfect likeness an’ all, for less than a 
pound, Come along, Maria; it ain't no saving, you see, at all. 

sf 


* 
“On, wouldst thou stand beside my bier?” 
| asked “My own heart's treasure.” 
My best girl answered, * Yes, nv dear, 
I stand there hours, with pleasure.” 
seal? 


* 


First Sweet Little Thing, Did you get many valentines sent you 
this year, dear? 

Sceond Sweet Little Thing, A wretched lot, love. Stupid old 
printed cards and things, covered with cupids and hearts, and all 
that nonsense, only one pair of gloves that won't fit me, and nota 
bracelet or a diamond ring amongst the lot. What mean wretches 
sume inen are! 2 

* 


“Who is that stuck-up chap with the orchid in his buttonhole, 
the lnvender kid gloves and the smart clothes, the man with the 
hauzhty. stand-offishness manner, who is continually sneering at 
outsiders, and swaggering about his family and position?" “Oh, 


like you do to me, That he is as broad as he's long, 


Jeames. Wit! Do yer mean to say they expects you to get upat seven every 


Serrant Visitor, Yes; but ‘tisn’t that I object to as much as sitting down at 
the same table at meals with ‘em, 


“TL won't milk the cows any 


Te, Look, look! There is the man whom once you loved, 
She, You are in error, my dear; 1 was only married to him, 
os 


“WHAT position, do you think, is the most influential in the 
country—a statesman’s, a prelate’s, a——" “Oh, L'il tell you—a 
theatrical manager's.” “How do you minke that out?” “Why, 
every body's ready to take orders from him.” 

ss 


s 
“| UNDERSTAND. Mrs. Jones, that your tastes are literary.” 
“Wodd'yer mean?" “1 am told you are preparing a book,” “So 
Tam—on the Lincoln Spring. Waut to back anything ?” 
= 


* 

Bill. Oh, a-goin’ to get married, are ye? Wot's the gal’s name? 
Sally—aye, but her other nume? 

‘Arry. Blamed if 1 know. Sally is good enough for me, 

ad 
» 

“Jon, dearest, do you love me now as then—when you told 
the tale of love to me in the swect summer-time long ago?” 
“Charlotte Anne, don’t bea bally foot! Take those feet of yours 
off the fender, 'cos you know the heat always starts them bunions 
aaching ; and don't you get using up all the tallow candle to 
grense your nose with, ’cos there won't be any left to grease your 
raloshes with when you go out in the rain to-morrow to sell the 
sitchen stuff at the ragshop.” The age of sentiment is past. 


* 
THERE'S a young married man at Benares, 
Who gives himself terrible airs : 
Having once fought a draw 
With his mother-in-law, 
He thinks he’s a second Tom Sayers ! 


s 
“On, Mr. Lushington,” said the simple five-year-old innocent,as 
he gazed into the visitor's highly-coloured countenance with his 
big blue eyes, “1 wanted to ask you, how do you manage about 
your hats?) Do you wear different ones in the daytime?” “ Hats— 
different ones—daytime ! Whatdo you mean, child?) What do you 
mean!” * Well, | heard pa say the other day that you always had 
a very big head in the morning, so | thought—oh, Mr. Lushington. 

what is the matter with you?” 

7s 


s 
After the Concert. 

Amateur Vocalist. Now, tell me honestly, what do you think of 
my chances of success in the profession ? 

Unprejudiced Friend, Well, 'm not much of a judge myself, 
but from what I heard two of the critics say, I should advise you 
to give up the idea and go into the jewellery business. 

Amateur Vocalist. What! What the dev—— What do you 
mean? 

Unprejudiced Froend. Why, one of them said youn had pierced 


more, I shall run aww to Lun | 


> . that's Scribbler, the eminent Socialist orator man, who goes in for nun, go on the stage, and marry 
B 


J G ‘ ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. his ears, and the other replied that you had made his ear-riuyg. sv 
equality, and the rights of the masses to anuff out the classe:,” al i 


‘Tie Swanantilna, 1] should sav—— What did von kick me like that for? 


! si _ Bal 


Saturday, February 18, 1293.] 


TOOTSIE AT THE NEW OXFORD. 


— 


“ Music-HALLS—the more the merrier!" says the Dook Snook, 
as he strolls along rattling together his Alhambra ten-shilling 
bonus, his #iree-and-sixpenn’orth from the Aquariam, and his bits 
from the Empire, the Pavilion, aud the dear old Tivoli. 


Sisters Tilley. 


T have no donbt that the Snooklet, who is an old and ancient 
member, not without a@ certain crattiness, is right; anyhow, the 
New Oxford reopened the other evening, and was found to be 
chaste in decorations of gold, pale pink and electric blue, with 
green plush stall-seats, palms and exotics thrown in. The house 
was immediately filled, aud “God Save the Queen ”"—a harmony 
that the rank cad loveth dearly to hiss—was bravely fought 
through by Ethel McAlpine of the Browside, 
ore going further, let me say L was delighted with Fanny 
Leslie’s Crinoline Song. You'll like it, too, I'm sure. On she comes 
like one of John Leech’s Claras ina hooped monstrosity of pink 
silk and a tight-fitting jacket of green. In the song she sings there 
is much pleasant satire; but [ fear me its effect on the crinoline in- 
vasion will be little greater than the crusade headed by John 
Sirange Winter, It’s got tocome, you know : there's no help for ton, 

Charles Godfrey has a new and powerful scena, which tells with 
trazic force a tale of filial devotion—an 
old Siberian slave obtaining his liberty 
through the exertions of his devoted 
daughter, who begs for it at the feet of 
the Tsar, 

James Fawn gave us that evening his 
Patent: Medicine Song, which probably 
you know, G, W. Hunter was eloquent 
on All the Comforts of a 
Home,” atopic of which I 
um something of a judge 
myself. Tom Leamore had 
something to say about his 
*Mary Ann,” which took 
well. Brown, Newland and 
Leclerey came in with their 
Black Justice, % scream. 
ingly funny bit of the wildest low 
comedy. 

The Brothers Horne had a boxing 
bout, into which they threw a lot of 
spirit. J.C. Rich did his * Vinderman,” 
Edwin Boyde sang a clever medley, and 
Tom White caused screams of laughter 
by his “ School Up to Date.” 

Millie Hylton was that night one of 
the most successful, and her “ Rowdy- 
Dowdy Boys” was encored to the echo. 
Nellie Navette gave a very clever Plan- 
tation Song and Dance. Kate James 


Cunningham, 

Suddenly there was a roar of applause: Bessie—the one and only 
Bessie Bellwood was on with her “Good Old Bors!" She is a big 
favourite, is Bessie, with the boys who use the Halls, and one that 
niany other Elizabeths, Bessies, Betsys, and Resses must envy. 

Seeley and West are very funny and effective in their business, 
and the Mitsutas are some most astonishing Jap Acrobats, who 
do deeds of a character to make you jump, 

My friend Mr. Hugh J. Didcott was well to the fore, he having 
organised the initial entertainment. 

late on loud cries for Brighten were raised, and he appeared and 
did his little speech, At firat 1 thought it was the seaside place 
they wanted, 
and when it 
turned out to be 
a ee = =o 
speaking in be- 
halt of the Ox- 
ford directorate, 
that the best 
programmes 
would be given 
and “talent 
would roll upon 
that stage like 
waves upon the 
sen-shore,” [ 
seemed to notice 
a sort of whiff 
of the briny, and 
see in the dis- 
tance a dim 
vision of Fred 
Collins and his 
Skylark. 

The New Ox- 
ford is certainly 
n fine building, 
arranged in the 
very latest up- 
to-date fashion, 
hundreds of 
miles away from 
the old chair- 
; mandays, And, 
peaking of chairmen, T see in this week's Evra an appeal from 
vw My be William Knowles, twenty-five years chairman at the 
paral Mnbridge, now in his seventy-first year and stricken with 

“Uses, Come, sume of you, spare the poor old gentleman a mite. 


Seeley and West. 
Speak 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE LOST HALF-SOVEREIGN. 

It was a cold, raw, biting day, and the bitter wind that swept in 
great gusts down the Strand caused the outside passengers on that 
particular metropolitan stage carriage to button their overcoats yet 
more tightly around them, and the rheumatic driver to bend his 
weather-beaten face before the blast and sinp himself furiously 
neros# the chest to keep up the failing circulation, Wearily the 
jaded but gallant steeds drew the huge vehicle along the mud- 
covered roadway, turning, twisting amid the maze of traftic as only 
‘bus horses can, Just beyond Norfolk Street, the consumptive- 
looking conductor appeared upon the roof, “ Fares, please” he 
cried, and with a resigned sigh the outsiders straggled through 
their overcoats and ulsters to their inside pockets, aud with heavy- 
gloved, numbed fingers, sought to abstract the necessary copper 
from their more or less varied collectton of small change. But the 
silver-haired, benevolent-looking old gentleman in the end seat on 
the off side couldn't produce his penny. In vain he searched—he 
had nothing less than half a sovereign, “Never mind, sir,” said 
the conductor, cheerily ; “don't you trouble any more, l'll change 
that ;" and he forthwith pulled out a little handful of loose coins, 
and carefully counted out the change—“ One shilding, three—five 
— seven-and-six pence — nine-and-six—nine-and-nine— tenpence— 
elevenpence, Thank vou, sir :” and he takes the little gold coin in 
his chill, red fingers, But, oh, dread mishap! ere he can transfer it 
to his pocket it slips, falls, and rolling quickly down the slant- 
ing roof, drops through the aperture at the side and disappears 
beneath the mud and the fast tlowing tide of traftic. Vainly 
had the conductor attempted to stop it with his foot, vainly 
had the old gentleman dived after it with his woollen-gloved hands, 
It was gone. And though the ‘bus pulls up, and a small search- 
party of scavengers, headed by the conductor, is organised, it can- 
not be found, Then the police begin to assert themselves, The 
other passengers get indignant, and clamour for the continuation 
of the journey, and reluctantly the search is abandoned, 

But the benevolent-looking old gentleman jains the conductor 
below. “1 suppose that is a very serious loss to you, my man, eh?” 
he asks, 

“Serious, sir?) Serious ain't no word for it,” is the answer. “T 
wouldn't ‘ave minded so much, though, for myseif, even though it 
do mean six months ‘ard sivin’, only the wife is down with a low 
fever—'as bin this six months—and the kids is in rags and tatters, 
and no blessed tire nor food to cheer their poor starvin’ little ‘arts. 
What! Oh, thank ye, sir!) ‘Evin bless you, sir; but [ couldn't 
dream of takin’ more than the ‘arf-quid. Oh, very well; since you 
insist, of course it ain't for me to goagin you, but | dosay for a real 
gent—oh! good day, sir, and thauk you again and again, sir.” 

* *. . . * . 

“Yes. Bill,” said the consumptive-looking conductor, as he 
imbibed swarm rum with the rheumatic-looking driver after the 
final journey that night, “1 ‘ada sort of idea as the plan ‘ud prove 
a good ‘un; but fancy the old bloke a-comin’ down with a quid. 
We must get some more o’ them sham ‘arf thick ‘uns done and cop 
a few more mugs, Goo’ night, Bill! I'm orf ‘ome to my fever- 
struck wife and starvin’ young ‘uns! Yah! 


SEEING WITHOUT LOOKING. 
WHILE in the drawing-room | laze 
"Mid gallant youths and glorious fays : 
While daily, with companions boon, 

] dawdle inthe snug saloon : 

While in the church I sit sedate 

As round careers the cadging plate: 
While in my office to and fro 
Among my score of clerks | go:— 
At every time, in every spot, 

A rare and uivefi DIRS I've got 

To look the peoplé near me through, 
And notice everything they do— 
Yet leave them quite convinced that [in 
Their acts ignoring all the time! 


Thus many a clerk in covert act 

Of turpitude I've caught—and sacked : 
Thus many a scowl of rage and spleen 
On face of pseudo-friend I've seen : 

Thus oft, at church, brass buttons viewed 
“Donated ” by the “uneo guid :* 
Thus baffled many a deed of ill, 

And caused the victims of my skill 
To wonder by what wizard’s spell 
Their secrets | had probed so well, 
But. since detectives part I ne‘er 
Shall play on you, my reader dear, 

I'll tell you how the potter I've got 
Originates: and you will not 

Anent that power your brain perplex, 
On learning that Lwear blue spees.! 


—_>———_—— 


I. MOSES: HIS PERFIDY. 

IT would be odd—very odd indeed—if our esteemed contributor, 
Mr. Isnachar Israel Peagum Moses were to start out on his daily 
pilgrimage without an assortment of dufting silver coins in the 
pocket of his moleskin vest. The skilful manipulation of four or 
tive of them at the quiet luncheon-bar or the select a la mode beef 
lounge goes a long way towards lightening the day's expenditure, 
Needless to add, he misses no shade of opportunity of running one 
in, and therefore hailed with keen delight the chance of a grand 
coup that offered on Monday evening last. He was in an omnibus, 
travelling Vhitechapelvards, and a rather extravagantly got-up 
young lady sat opposite him. When the conductor thrust his head 
inat the door and produced the brass rolling-pin containing the 
tickets, the fair one discovered for the first time that she had 
nothing less than a half-sovereign. a 

“L hope—nay, trust,” interposed A, SLOPER, the well-known 
champion of woman in distress, “that you asked her to allow you 
to pay her fare?” ‘ 

“Jumping Jehosaphat—not me!" replied Mo. “Vhat I did 
vhas to shlip four ‘duffers’ among six good boba, and ‘oblige’ her 
vith change. Come and have a li'ker in the Blue Pig.” 

ee 


WOMAN IN THE SICK-ROOM. 

Boys, have you ever noticed when you've been ill the difference 
in the conduct of the men who come to visit you, and the one 
dear little woman to whom you have given your heart? It's 
remarkable, A man enters the sick-reom, and he says “ Huilo, old 
fellow, not dead yet 2 [suppose | can have a drink?) We had one 
of the old-fashioned evenings last night, beginning at the Empire 
and winding up at Bow Street. [bet 1 feel worse than you do, 
Am going to Gus Harris's second ball to-night: why don’t you pull 
yourself together, and come?) Won't?) Well, then, so long—make 
haste and get well,” 

But woman—kind, gentle, soft. svmpathetie woman—enters the 
room, and remarks, “1 always told vou what would happen if vou 
didn’t stop. No wonder you're ill ina poky little room like this, 
Doctor said it was the ‘right temperature,’ did he? He's an idiot 
—like his patient. There, now that the doors and the windows 
are open, and there's a clear dranzht, your cold won't trouble you. 
Why, yeu ean't be comfortable with your pillows like that, Liftup 
your head—that’s it, Doesn't that Shakespeare make it: better, 
eh?) What !—ericks your neck?) Rubbish! t's all faney, What's 
this—beef ter?) Why, voumust bemad to take beef tea, Oranges 
are what you want: they are good and cooling, Bosh! Nobody 
hates oranges. But yoru must and you shall have things shoved 
dwn your throat. Well, then, spit the pip out, if it has stuck in 
your threat. Don't talk nonsense, You can't want to go to sleep 
at this time of day. Don’t call me silly, or VI box your ears. Wil 
box them. anyway, when you get better, If vou are so fond of me, 
do what E tell vou. Ul read vou Mr. Gladstone's speech on the 
New Writs, to cheer you up. Rubbish! No one loathes being read 
to. Now, be auiet.” 


m 


* 
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TOLD BY MARY ANN. 


——- 


' VM only 2 poor ‘umble slavey, I know, but, thank ‘evvings, [ 
‘ave my feelin’s the same as other people. An’, let me tell you, 
it ain't all 
srub and 
seedy — bis- 
cuits inoa 
‘ard place: 
sixteen 
pound n 
year, with 
only every 
third = Sun- 
day after- 
hoon an’ 
one whole 
day off a 
month, an’ 
ne follerers 
allowed, 

Well,as 1 
Wits nesy in’, 
when first 1 
wentto Mrs, 
‘Tweezer's | 
could see as 
Vd fell into 
as card oa 
pice as my 
Worst ene- 
my could'n’ 
wished. 
There was 
the old gal 
‘erself, as 
stuck-up, 
bloated an’ 
selfish an 
old cat as ever lived — unless it was ‘er eldest daughter, Miss 
Emma, who was p'r'aps even wuss, Tf it ‘adn’t ‘a’ been for Miss 
Luev Vd never ‘a’ stopped my month, but my ‘eart reg lar warmed 
goer from the first. 

She was a sort o° cousin or niece or something of Mrs. Tweezer's 
(who was always tellin’ ‘er she'd taken ‘erin out o° charity) aw’, 
poor lamb, a nice drudge they made of ‘er! She ‘ad all those un- 
ruly children to teach—about a dozen of ‘em—let alone ‘ousework 
an’ dressmakin’ and everything else you could think of. Pale an’ 
slight an’ delicate-lookin', with lovely eyes an’ dark wavy ‘air, you 
could see ata glance she was a real born lady. You can never mis- 
take ‘em when you do sce ‘em! There's something about a real lady 
as words can't express, Miss Eiama, now, was short an’ dumpy, 
earroty-aired an’ brazen-lookin’ to my way of thinkin’; but, lor! 
didn't she just faney ‘erself! 

But, as | was sayin’, | reglar warmed to Miss Lucy. Poor dar- 

lin! LT caught her 
. ervin'’ bitterly afore 

I'd been in the ’ouse 
~aweek, “ Ob, Mary!" 
‘says she, “Im so 
miserable—so wret- 
ched aw so friendless, 
Why can't Edie?” 
“Dear ‘eart! don't 
take on like that, 
miss," saye |, a-wipin’ 
my eyes, “Cheer up! 
IUs along lane as ‘as 
no turnin’, an’ the 
sun's sure to shine on 
you one o' these 
bright) days.” Au 
with that she 
axhually kisses me, 
an’ says,“ Them's the 
first kind words as ‘n° 
been spoke to me in 
this ‘ouse.” 

Well, [ tried all 1 
knew to make it 
lighter for‘ er, an’ 
was well rewarded by 
‘or sweet, sad sinile, 
Then young Mr. 
Stewart began comin’ 
to the ‘ouse reg'lar, 
an’ Miss Emma got more particular in ‘er dress than ever. |“ "K's 
dead gone on you,” I ‘eard the old cat say to “er; “an'a good thing 
too, my love.” E ‘as five thousand ayear, an’ ‘ell be able to make 
good settlements. Au’ Tope ‘e'll propose quick, because we're 
very nearly in Queer Street.” : 

Well, the very nextevenin’, as Twas returnin’ from my Sunday 
out, who should TF mcet but voung Mr, Stewart: hisself. 

“Are youa sensible girl, Mary Ann?” says he. 

“1 opes so, sir,” says 1. me 

“Then,” saves he, “put that ‘alf-soverin in your pocket. an’ give 
this note to Miss Lucy on the quiet. Mind nobody sees you.” 

“Mr. Stewart,” says 1,1 ‘opes you mean all straight by that 
poor darlin’, beeause— ” ne ; _ 

© Mary Ann,” he interrupts, quite wildlike an’ graspin’ my arm, 
“T love her more than ever man yet loved women, and T want to 
get her out of that ‘ell (them was his very words). “Tlave no 
chance of speakin’ to her with them two griffins about, an’ 
it's only by bein’ a bit civil to Miss Emma that I'm able to 
obtain a glimpse of my 
darlin’.” 

Well, I takes the 
letter (lor! didn't her 
sweet face light up), 
an’ many another one 
as well; and the end 
of it was that one fine 
mornin’ (it bein’ my 
whole day out) I slips 
her out by the area 
gate unbeknown, and 
follers mvself,an’ there 
was Mr, Stewart in the 
next str with n cab 
an’ oa special licence, 
naw they were in chureh 
nod married afore vou 
could wink v « 
an’ me bridesmaid, too ! 

An’ what 2 seene 
when | gets back at \ 
night! (for a letter & 
had been written and v2 > 
posted early by Mr. / 
Stewart, tellin’ ever 
thing). 

“Out oo this ‘ouse, 
Tussy !" sereams Mrs, 
Tweezer, with Miss 2SS=y 
Emma a-glarin’ at me 
over her shoulder, “1 
know you've been the 
vo-between and ‘elped on this job! Pack ve 
perlice an ave you charged with conspiracy 1 : 

[ lorfed and went willingly, for hadn't Mr. Stewart promised to 
set mean’ Bill up in business, an’ give me away atthe altar? 


Tcanghe ver crying. 


“Put that ‘alf-sover'n in your pocket.” 


Marvied afer nocould wink your eye, 
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“My husband will not permit me 
to drink spirits, so I have to bribe 
my doctor to send me whisky in 
medicine bottles.”— £xtract from 
Letter of Young Lady. 


Master Tommy. 1 heard Ma say you often spoil the sance. 
‘cause you are always reading books, Cook, What do you read 
—novels ? 


RETALIATION.’ 
She. Good gracious, Charlie! what's the meaning of this? 

He. Why, if you are going in for those beastly crinolines, T shall 

adopt peg-tops and side whiskers, 


Gentleman (siven to catechise youth). Now, boy, how many 
inches in a foot % 


Youth, According to yourn, guv‘nor, say eighteen. Cook, Oh, no! Master Tom : T read volumes, — 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—Dr. FRIDTJOF NANSEN. 


%—® Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her sriends whose purtraus have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


—2 


} 
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Seed 


“And how, Dr, Nansen, do you propose to reach the North Pole?" inquired A, Can't make ont anything—Tells Doctor so—Doctor says, “Shut up!"—Does so— 


ore 


No. 274—MiIss Maup D'ALMAINE. 


“ Have pity, darling, on my lone condition." —The Dook Snook, 


SLoren, “Ina small steamer, I shall put her on the ive, where I may rewain five 
years if necessary, until the current carries the ship with the floes, in which she will 

eembedded, over the North Pole.” “Splendid idea! Now, [ have the very thing, 
Doubtless you have heard of my saucy little craft, H.M.S. Bow Street? She, Doctor, 
is at your service ; so, 1 may add, is your humble servant.” “My dear SLOPER, I 
accept.” “You do? Hooray! When shall we start?" “ Nothing like the present.” 
And so the two brave explorers set out for the Arctic regions,.—Extracts from the 
og of H.M.S. Bow Street, by CavTAIN A. SLOPER : (1) Off the cuast of Greenland— 
Encountered our first whale, or something very like one—Ship behaved splendidly — 
Sighted ice-tloes (dates be hanged !—A. 3., Captain). Hasten to get nipped—Uet 


Sulks till Doctor cries, “North Pele ahead !"—Captain says, “ Where ?"—Doctor 
says, "Come down, you are neither use nor ornament up there !"—Captain remarks, 
“ Be-low !" and does so—Secure Bow Street to iceberg, land, and examine Pole— 
Captain thinks it 1s rather a useless article, but suggests that they might like it at 
the Chicago Exhibition— Doctor says Captain frivols, and don't rise to the occasion — 
Captain apologises, and agrees to do so,—(3) They grasp hands and form tableau, 
——(4) Encounter North Poleanders, lady and gentleman—Captain commences mash- 
ing lady—Captain finds he made a mistake, it’s the gentleman—A pologises— Doctor 
says if Captain is going to play the fuol he'd better go home—Captain says he will, 
and, being independent, will walk— Does so.——(5) Calls ata public-house ; sign, The 


“Td barter all for one sweet word from her.” —Lord Bob, nipped —Take a nip, and rig up crow’s-nest —Captain occupies same—Finds nose-bag, Aurora Borealis—Mary the Maid of the Inn says it’s Sunday, and asks if he's a trav- 

eae 4 on a little idea of his own, grateful and comforting — Hails Doctor—Will it be more than eller—Captain shows Battersea tram ticket, and orders gin hot—Captain——(Copy of 
i Who would not yield to such entrancing beauty ? tive years? If so, better return to Battersea—Doctor replies, “ Ice-floes moving "— — teleyram in reply to one from Editor: “ Never met MR. SLOPER, Don't know the ! 
. — The Hon Billy. More nips on the strength of it. —(2) Captain takes observation from crow's-nest— gentleman, except by reputation, Nansen. Chrieiania,” 4 


‘ 


about @ Luudred miles aud uot seen a craw.” 


‘ ge (1) “ Poachin'’s nae gnid noo,” growled McParritch. “ A've wandered 
) 


THE 


(2) The Laird, lying in wait. drew forth an avalanche of Freuch nails 
by exhiviting a deceased crow. 


eons. hie LS sit CIM a» 


(3) While passing home that night, McNab said, “Daresay the Laird and MeParritch hae 


gone in for geology. It wid bea pity tae disturb their studies,” 
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, 3 Roberb<« andl Peal. 
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“ vt , 7 a 
GChe-Cosber’é laments ’ 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

Nearly at the end of February !—and thank goodness for it, too! There is not a more trying = tacy fight, and goodness knows they're in the right :—Another valentine reccived, And once more 
menth throughout the year than the month in question, Change, change, change about every hour SLOPER ta deceived :—The champion cueista meet in fray, And struggle gamely day by day :— 
in the day, with the consequence that colds, coughs, etc., are about as plentiful as pebbles onthe = Af Monte Carlo—gay resort !— Bird-shooting isthe facrite sport :—A railway planted inthe air 
rea-beach. Proceed, please:—More cvld weather soon we'll see, To fll the skater's heart with ds somewhat novel, Ldeclare! Good old. SLOPER has been taken in and done for once more. Life 
glee :—Roller skating, govd old sport ! There they go, now—that's your sort !— Tis but for justice that — and St. Valeutine’s Day have no charms for him—TIHK SLOPERIAN SITOWMAN, 

GOOD FOR TRADE. 

oe 

8, 

at 
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or 
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of /'-dagogne. Muggins, junior, what is the plural of child ? 


Alugyins, Please, sir, twins ! 


A BIG HEAD ON. 
Visitor, What, not working to-day ? Well, come out and give 
the girls a treat. 
Artist, Can't, old boy, Had whisky last night. Got “big 
head” on this morning. Such a big head, can't wear my hat. 


ry 


“T want a large travelling-trunk, to be sent at once.” 


Tommu. Vm not going to ‘ ° ° 
ait school any more for some time, Mv . . ibly 7 reek "3 beet 5 " 1 
teher save DT know te much for af nee pas mother says I'd “Very sorry, m'm—can't possibly send you one for a week. There's n sucha rn on tranks and Mesers, Bunkum and Barnacles in the great Breach of Promise 


ter stop ut home for 1x months. portmanteaus lately, we can’t get ‘em made fast enough. It’s because of crinvlines coming in again.” case, 


i 


ad 


54 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 
£150 INSURANCE PAID. 


We have this day poid, in accerdinee with the terms of “ Ally 
Sloper’s Railway Accideut Life Insurance,” the sun of £150 to 
Mrs, Scoble, of 4 
Chaddlewood 
Avenue, Lipson, 
that lady being 
the widow aud 
next-of-kin of 
William J. 
Scoble, who, on 
the evening of 
Saturday, 28th of 
January, met his 
death at St. Bue 
deaux, on the 
London and 
~ South Western 
Railway, 

7 


. 

THE following 
isa brief account 
of the accident: 
“On the evening 
of 28th of Jun- 
vary, Henry 
Godbear, porter 
and — relieving 
signalman at St. 
Budeaux, — said 
the fast train from Tavistock passed at 8.23. Having occasion 
shortly afterwards to go outside the siznalebox, he found the body 
of deceased in the four-toot way, At the inquest, there was no 
evidence to show that Mr. Scoble had committed suicide, and a 
verdict of ‘Accidental Death’ was returned. As deceased was a 
little hard of hearing and was very near-sighted, it is assumed that 
he was unaware of the approach of the train. A copy of ‘ALLY 
SLOPER'S ITALF-HOLIDAY, dated 28th of January, was found on 
the body by Police Constable Copplestone.” 

C ee 


> hd *, . , a 
Great Alexander! Not seen SLOPER's Stall at the Westminster 
Aquarium sines it has been liguted by the Bristol Electric Light 
Company?) You ought to be jolly well ashamed of yourself ! 
s* 


s 

It ia distinctly gratifying to the Eminent to be able to announce 
that the amount collected in aid of the “Christmas Appeal” already 
exceeds the total sum subscribed to that deserving charity last year. 
It looks like being a hard fight, but A. SLOPER doesn’t despair of 
that £20) yet. Come, boys and girls, won't you help the Old Man 
a little towards the goal he is so nxious to attain? 

* 


SLOPER hears, on good authority, that so pleased was A. Buck- 
hurst, manager of the St. George’s Hall Skating Rink, Wandsworth, 
with the success of his 
first’ carnival, that he 
offered to give each 
member of the fair sex 
pecan and their num- 
ver was legion, a special 
ize in the shape of a 
kiss, Whether the offer 
was accepted or not 
we cannot say; but it 
is a fact that Wands- 4 
worth girls are now 
jooking more happy 
and contented = than 
they have done for a 
long time. 

sf 


* 

THE WEIMARS are 
making the Provinces 
sit up with their Novel 
Entertainment, The 
male Weimar's get-upas 
ALLY is perfect. His 
fooling on a slack wire 
stretched across the. 
stage, when standing on 
one foot he divests him- 
self of twenty veskits, 
is athing tosee. As a 
matter of fact, it is not 
quite true to nature, for 
A. SLOPER never wears ‘ 
more than one waistcoat at a time, and the balance for safety's 
sake he always leaves with Unele. Probably Mr. Weimar is not 
aware of this precaution on the part of the O'er- Moss-Grown, 


*= 
THE Mildewed Monolith has this dav been pleased to confer the 
‘Award of Merit’? upon RICHARD Morton, because he wrote 
“Ta-ra-ra_ Boom-de-ay.” * Feyther,” chirped the Azure-Orbed 
Comique, “ Richard's a champion song-writer, ain’t’e! | always 
any E shall goto him fora reppertwoir when [ take to the ‘alls.” 
And the Agéd smiled approvingly, and went out with alight heart to 
go“ tommy dodd” with McGuoseley and Uncle,Boftin fora morning 
eye-opener, s+ 
a 


THE Sloper Arms, situate in Sloper'’s Alley, immediately opposite 
the side door of “ 99," has changed hands, and Mr. Swingley is now 
the festive boss, Long may he live to attend to the internal lubri- 
cations of the neighbourhood. Hooray ! 


s 
THE sportsman has been known, almost from time immemorial, 
as an accomplished perverter of the truth, He lies about the fish 
he catches, the 
birds he kills, 
the fences he 
jumps, and the 
Sportsman is 
therefore a par- 
ticularly a 
propriate title 
for the farcical 
comedy now 
filling the bill 
nt the Comedy, 
which presents 
Mr. Charles 
Ilawtrey to us 
again in the 
~ characterofthe 
domestic, the 
im perturbable 
liar, Mr. Haw- 
trey makes fre- 
quent journeys 
from home, 
telling his wife 
he is going on 
A shooting ex- 
cursion,instead 
of which he 
plays baccarat at a certain club, of which he is a member, —ILis 
wife finds out his tarradiddle, and goes forthwith, and throughout 
the plav Mr. Hawtrey tells one big whopper to cover another, until 
allends happily, and the curtain falls on what is decidedly one of 
the most successful and amusing pieces which has ever been seen 
ut the Comedy. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE action taken by the London theatrical choristers recently, in 
order to bring about @ better state of things with regard to 
rehearsals and 
extra matinéca, is 
ouly the — fure- 
runner of a host 
of similar move- 
ments, aud we may 
now look forward 
to the Ballet Girls’ 
Protection Associ- 
ation, The Lady 
Serios’ Defence 
Society, and other 
interesting institu 
tious, of which this 
century end stands 
su badly in need, 

s+ 


s 

The Sketch, the 
new weekly paper 
brought out by the 
Illustrated — Lon- 
don News people, 
will have a big 
sale. The price is 
sixpence, and the 
getup and style 
of the illustrations 
are essentially up 
todate, A.SLOPER is 2 modest man by nature, but he is fully alive 
to the fact that he is one of the pioneers in the light and sketchy 
branch of illustrated journalism, which is now all the go, As the 
Brothers Ingram remarked to the F.O.M, over a snifter at Carr's, 
© We owe a lot to you, ALLY.” And the Mouldy One returned to 
Shoe Lane, softly murmuring to himself, “1 wish to goodness they 
did—hic.” Aer 

s 

Mr. GEorGE BEAL, 207 Western Road, Brighton, is an enthu- 
siastic worker on behalf of the Sick and Distressed of the town, 
Ile is Honorary Secretary of the Local Kelief Fund got up for their 
benefit, and does heaps of good. A. SLOPER lends hima helping 
hand—first, because he thoroughly Beal-ieves in the Charity, and, 
secondly, because George sells such a lot of the “ HALF 'UNs,” 


s 
THE SLOPER GIN LABELS, which the Ruin is now presenting tothe 
Publicans of this Great and Demoralised City, are issued more with 
the idea of cementing the friendship which already exists between 
himself and Licensed Victuallers generally, than as an advert. for 
the “HALF'UN.” We don’t want to be misunderstoud. 
Lad 


s 

Two cases that have occurred only during the last week or 
two, and in which one sailor lust a valuable telescope, aud avother 
his watch and £2 in 
gold, is proof positive 
that the genial Jack 
Tar is not such a wide 
awake individual as 
one would imagine. 
Not only do they fall 
easy victims to the 
Loudon sharper, but 
so palpable are the 
tricks by which they 
are guiled, that it 
seems hardly conceiv- 
able that any but chil- 
dren can fail to see 
through them. A,SLO- 
PER has a great and 
lasting respect forthe 
British sailor, and it 
grieves him to see so 
many of them made 
the victims of dupli- 
city ; at thesame time 
he must confess that 
they are themselves to 
Diame in many _ in- : 
stances. To be “ Hail, , 
fellow ! well met!” with everybody may be all very well in fiction, 
but it does not, by any means, anawer in merry London. 

s 


A, SLOPER was a little nervous of going himself to the Annual 
Ball and Concert in aid of the City Police Convalescent Home. so 
he got Lord Bob to represent him. The event came off on 13th 
February at the Cannon Street Hotel, and was a big success, ALLY 
sava these convivial evenings of the City of London Police comeas 
hits of blue to the overworked and hard-up Fleet Street toiler. 
Yunny, then, that he didn't go himself, isn't it? 


THE New York World for Vsth of January contained an article 
headed “ The Humour of Europe.” At considerable length thev 
describe in it the character and contents of the “HALF 'Un.” 
There’s one bit we must quote. Here itis: “The pictures of the 
‘Girls Sloper’s Kissed’ and other attractive persons are gloated 
over by British Youth.” Isn't that fine? 


s 
Mr. W. S. PENLEy is potting U'argent out of Charley's Aunt to 
such an extent that his motto now is: “In fora Penley, in fora 
Pound.” Who'ay ! ae 
id 


IF crowded honses nightly is any criterion, business is brisker 
than ever at the Canterbury Music-Hall, aud A. SLOPER has much 
pleasure in patting the 

enial manager on the 
ack, at the same time 
congratulating him on 
the excellence of his 
show, If there is one 
thing more _ than 
another that pleases 
ALLY, it is the fact that 
he always derives 
pleasure from_ the 
Canterbury's — Payne, 
and a recent visit was 
no exception to therule. 
The | programme _ is 
crowded with “plums ;" 
in fact, in this respect 
it represents a good rich 
Christmas pudding 
more than anything 
else, The following 
names speak for them- 
selves. The Roissett 
Troupe, Keegan and 
Elvin, Albert Chevalier, 
Dutch — Daly, Peggy 
Pryde, Katie Lawrence 
and Charles Bignell. 
This does not complete 
the programme by any 
means, Thereare heaps 
more artistes, But, 
there, go and see for yourselves, and say SLOPER sent yon, 


THE engagement of Princess May and H.R.H. the Duke of York 
mects with A, SLOPER'S entire approval, and Mildew Court, Marl- 
borough House and the Tecks are happy. 


—=. 


(Saturday, February 18, 1898, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 25TH FEBRUARY, 1893, 


—~— 
19th February, 1686.—Says Evelyn, under this date: 
“Many bivudy and hotorivus duels were fought about this time. 
The Duke of Grafton killed Mr. Stanley, brother to the Earl of 
Derby, upou an almost insufferable provocation. It is to be hop'd 


his Majesty will at last severely remedy this unchristian custom.” 


20th February, 1828.—Late this night, a lady and gentle- 
man arrived at the Black Lion, Cardigan, About seven o'clock the 
next morning, two persons ina chaise and four drove up. One of 
them proved to be the lady's father, und the other a police officer, 
and it appeared that they wereal! natives of Ireland, and that the 
lady had eloped with her companion. The father, a venerable- 
looking old gentleman, seemed greatly affected, and having 
requested to be shown into a room for the purpose of arranging his 
dress, the landlady happened to introduce him into one where his 
daughter's bonnet had been laid, which he immediately recognised. 
‘rhe young husband and wife had sat down to breakfast, when the 
father entered the room. Immediately on seeing him the lady 
shrieked and fainted. A long conference then took place, and 
about twelve o'clock it appeared they had come to an arrangement 
to retrace their steps to Ireland ; and two chaises were ordered to 
be got ready to convey them; the father and daughter entered one, 
and the husband, followed by the police officer, took possession of 
the other. 

21st Feb: , 1839.—A woman of Barwhein, in Belgium, 
who had contracted habits of intoxication, perished, it is this day 
reported, of spontaneous combustion, 


22nd February, 1694—On a certain occasion Lord 
Chesterfield, who was born on this day, was at a grand ball in 
Paris, given by the king's favourite. Chesterfield stood by a 
marble pillar, gazing upon the brilliant assemblage of ladies, when 
Voltaire accosted him. “ My lord, you should be a judge in such 
matters. Now, seriously, do you not think our French ladies the 
most beautiful you ever saw?” “Upon my_ word,” replied 
Chesterfield, “I am not a judge of paintings.” Not long after- 
wards Voltaire crossed over to England, and was present one 
evening at a party given by an English nobleman in London. A 
lady in the company, sparkling in jewels and highly rou ed, was 
particularly attentive to the noted Frenchman. Chesterfield, ob- 
serving, came up, and rapped his friend on the shoulder. “Be 
wary, monsieur, or you will be captivated.” “No fear, my lord,” 
quickly retorted Voltaire; “| am not to be captured by an 
English craft sailing under French colours.” 


23rd February, 1662-3.—Says Pepys this day : “ We took 
couch to Court, and there we saw Zhe Wild Gallant performed 
sf the king's house, but it was illacted. The king did not seem 
pleased at all through the whole play, nor anybody else. My Lady 
Castlemaine was well worth seeing to-night, and little Stewart. 
This was Miss Stewart, afterwards Duchess of Richmond, — Zhe 
Wild Gallant was Dryden's first play, and was patronised by Lad 
Castlemaine, afterwards not less notorious as Duchess of Cleveland, 


24th Feb: 


ruary, 1684.—Haydn, the great composer, was 
born this day. His iather objected to his wasting his time over 
music, and he had to learn by stealth. The Duke of Saxe 
Weisanfels accidentally discovering his genius, prevailed upon his 
father to place him with the organist of Halle Cathedral, where, 
from the age of nine, he for three years composed a new church 
service every week. When he was fourteen he composed his tirst 
opera, which ran thirty successive nights, 


25th February, 1'703.—Daniel de Foe this day published a 
pamphlet entitied “The Shortest Way with the Dissenters; or, 
Vroposals for the Establishment of the Church.” It was a severe 
satire on the intolerance of the Church party. The Commons 
ordered it to be burnt by the common hangman, and the author 
prosecuted. He was committed to Newgate, tried, condemned to 
pay a fine of £200, and to stand inthe pillory. In the pillory he 
received a perfect ovation. The whole of the mob were with him. 


SHE MISSED THE ONE-FIFTY. 


Out of London fared he forth 
Ton city in the North, 
But the Fiend of Misadventure hovered o'er him; 
For the train iu which he rided 
With another train collided, 
And the angels unto Abram’s bosom bore him. 


When his wife the tidings hehrd, 
Oh! her gentle heart was stirred 
With 9 wild and irrepressible emotion ; 
And her eyes were blurred to blindness, 
As she thought upon his kindness, 
His affection, his unchangeable devotion. 


How indulgent he had been 
. To his bride, his pet, his queen ! 
How her image in his heart he'd ever cherished ! 
All his love she recollected, 
And with broken heart retlected 
That without a farewell kiss he now had perished. 


But the nucleus—the germ— 
Of the grief that made her squirm 
Till each eye was almost starting from its socket, 
And her soul so sorely saddened, 
Was the memory that he hadn't 
Put the current “ ALLY SLOPER ” in his pocket ! 


——+———_—_ 


AN AMOROUS CRIPPLE. 


“How did I lose my legs. sir?) Well, I'll wager you'd never 
gee: it’s a taleof layin’ the Brighton lineand the 5.15 ex press 
Vhat say—you ain't Daggynet? Well, no, | didn't suppose you 
was, But, if by that you mean that you'd sooner have the ‘plain 
unvarnished,’ [ll give it to you in that way. My ‘ plates” was 
chopped off by 9 passing train in Brighton Tunnel in ‘69, and from 
that time, sir, the sunshine seemed to go out of my Jife—well, not 
quite out, perhaps, for hope lingers where Jife’s left; and then, sir 
—well, p'raps you've experienced what Love is yerself?" 

“Oh, dear, yes!" 

“So have |, sir—so have I. And, soon as I come out o' the 
‘orsepital with my trotters ampitated, the company found mea job 
as watchman on the new line that was being laid from Brighton to 
Worthing. It was about half way between these towns that | was 
siationsd: day and night, week in week out, in my little hut just 
beyond Shoreham ; and allas | had to do was to sitand broud over 
my lot and see as no one sneaked the Lolta or sleepers.” 

“Where did the sunshine come in?” 

“Tt came in just here, sir. There was a dear, sweet widow woman, 
fair—er—a trifle fat, and only thirty-eight. She lived on a littl: 
competency at Worthin’. Lor’, sir, | loved her to that extent—" 

“Holdon! With no feet left and no trains running, how did you 
Manaze to get to and fro Worthing to do your courting?” 

“Why, Pil tell you, sir. There was a trolly always on the metils 
just outside my hut.” 

* But, you old sinner, there was nothing to draw it.” 

“Well, no, sir, there wasn't ; but, ye see, it’s always pretty windy 
about Shoreham, and what I used to do was to h‘ist a sail which | 
borrowed of a boatman ; then, when the wind blew, [ lit’rally sailed 
into Worthin’, as it were.” 

“ But, surely,” said the questioner, after a thoughtful pause, “the 
wind didn't always blow from the east. What did you do when it 
was blowing from the west—to‘ards Brighton, that is?” 

“Well. sir"—and_ he wunk the other eye—“ I'm bound to admit 
that there was another charmin’ widow woman in Brighton!" 
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Saturaay, February 18, 1893.) 
A LAMENT OF THE LAUREATESHIP. 


Las been stated that the Government oes not yet intend to select a Laureate.) 


Waat, ho! my Sloper! 
My Friend of Man! 

Wherefore all this gloom upon thy 
chivvy? 

Why trickle tears adown thy 
famous boko? 

O! balmy Bard, why dost thou 
leave untasted 

Thy favourite nectar of th’ “Un- 
sweetened" spring? 

, Why all unswept Is thy Shoelanean 

lyre? 


What, 


Then he (while tears fell in his 
world-famed hat)— 

Bl fare en wvncesics for Laureate 
ately, 

And though my old pals Morris, 
Austin, Swinburne, 

Were rumoured to be each well in 
the running, 

Tt was an open secret all around 

Among my Drilliaut fellow 
Literati, 

Tint T, forsooth—or rather |, A. SLOPER— 

Was the First Fav'rite for the Laureate Stakes ! 


But now, alas! these Parliamentary Johnnies 
Have said, in answer to a previous question, 
The Government will not yet choose a Laureate ! 
Whereat | grieve—for they've deprived the world 
Of many a scorching epic I'd have sung! 
Yea, all of moral epic-achuana! 
Ah! what the world has lust, and I—well, yes! 
—I don’t mind if 1 dou— 

SSS 


AFTER LONG YEARS. 

Girs, do you know what a bashful lover is?) Yes, we feel sure 
bude, Have you not at some time or other experienced the wild, 
rdly-to-be-suppressed desire to stab him with a hatpin up to its 
ry hilt, or get up and shake the irritating, stupid creature out of 
ire vexation at his miserable lack of courage?) Yea, we know 
nu have; and you will therefore sympathise all the more heartily 
ith poor little Mary Gittingonn ; for Bertie Stickerflap, who had 
on her home from church, and invariably stopped to supper after- 
ards, for one hundred and fifty-six consecutive Sundays, to say 
pthing of calling, on an average, about four nights out of the 
ning six of the week, was just such an one, Vainly had the 

ir girl hinted, with all the delicate tact which characterises sweet 
enty-eight, at the desirability of coming to an understanding ; 
inly had her little brother been bribed to ask pointed questions 
bout “sister Mary” of the backward Stickerflap; to no purpose 
doher sire waited handy as she saw him to the hall door in the 
mly-lighted passage; Stickerflap still hung back, and Mary 
ned in single blessedess, whilst her diftident lover devoured his 
biday sup- 
re with a 
st and 
gularity 
pat wis 
th expen- 
ye and ex- 

rating 

But the 
lisation 
our hope 
often 
earestl 
henoavt 
ns far- 


there 
shfully an 
be little 
ont par- 
anand his 
st clothes, 
ho would have guessed that the determination it had taken 
ree long years to foster was burning fiercely beneath his under- 
irt, that he was struggling, fighting, to bring the words he longs 
t feared to utter to his parched and trembling lips, 

‘Miss Gittingonn—Mary—do you know, I—er—dreamt of you 
t night,” he says at length, with a desperate effort. 

* Indeed,” the fair girl responds, a tritle coldly,“ I was not aware 

t | occupied so important a place in your thoughts,” 

But, strangely enough, her indifference does not daunt him. “TI 
aunt, Mary,” he continues, “that—er—that I asked you to be my 
fe, and you refused me,” 

form moment Mary hesitates. The thought that at Inst, witha 
ld, skilful move she may win her game is too much for her. 

Did you, really, Bertie?’ she says softly, and the silken lashes 
Dop becomingly over the bright love-lit eyes, whilst a pretty 
ash struggles for predominance over the blanc des perles upon 
Bfaircheek. “Did you really? I refused you, you say. Don't 
i know, stupid, that dreams always go by the rules of contrary 7" 
he pretty head droops lower, but through her half closed lids 
fair girl can see the joyful look upon her lover's face. He 
ves—nearer he comes, nearer still; his arm steals around her 
pst; his lips—oh ! sweet moment—touch hers. “ Do you mean it, 
ling?" he breathes softly; and with a great sigh of relief, 
y realises that he is hooked at last. 

———@— ee 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV." 
No, 86.—SERAPHINA L'ESTRANGE. 


a Dip she ever have her three 
h Biggest diamonds sneaked, 
that she 

In the papers puffed might be? 
Did she ever 

Bribe a critic on the staff 

O€ the Morning Mellowgraph 

For a column and a half? 
No, she never! 


Did she ever on her face 
Any beauty-powder place, 
To enhance each feature’s 
grace? 
Did she ever : 
Bring a breach of promise suit 
‘Gainst a lord, that her repute 
Many tongues afar might 
bruit? 
No, she never ! 


For the talent she’s displayed 

Has her fame and fortune 
made 

With no adventitions aid. 

She's too clever 

To have played the booming 
game ; 

Yet her widely - worshipped 

name 

Shall upon the tongue of Fame 

Live for ever! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


ee 


EDUCATION DEPARTMENT. WHITEHALL, 
February 2, 1893. 

Dear Mr. Epitor,—There is a Charity at Bristol called 
“Sloper’s Charity,” the annual income from which is £15, *% for 
Bibles to be distributed among the poor of the ancient city of 
Bristol.” If our old friend ALLY, of * Unsweetened” fame, is not 
already aware of the existence of this Charity, would it not be as 
well toadvise him of it, sothat, at the annual distribution of Bibles, 
he might take a part in the proceedings ?—I am, dear Mr. Editor, 
yours faithfully, N.T. B. 


14 Sarnp1nia STREET, Drury LANE, February 4, 1893. 
DEAR S1R,—Please accept my sincerest thanks for the Twenty 
Half-crown Vouchers which you sent me this morning, The 
former Twenty you so kindly sent me were most welcome to our 
poor people. One poor crippled widow woman—whom | know 
well, and who is very respectable—was in dire necessity through 
her only son, her sole support, being out of work. 1 gave her two 
of your Vouchers, and she fairly broke down and cried with 
gratitude at the timely aid thus afforded. I could give you other 
similar instances, but must not encroach on your valuable space.— 

Yours faithfully, H. A. LIVERMORE. 


———__.>—___- 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 153.—eE GETS SOME VALENTINES OF AN UNWONTED K1NQ, 


1. 
WHEN the Chantic'eer on ‘Tuesday morn was crowing, 
On a shutter at his home the Wreck arrived, 
Up the chimney stuffed his togs, and, after blowing 
Out the gas, into his feather bed he dived. 
“T will have a few hours’ slumber "—so he thought— 
“Till my batch of bonnie Valentines is brought.” 


By and by from his profonnd repose he started, 
For the long-expected Valentines had come : 
But, instead of being rendered cheery-hearted 
Ly their presence, very grave he grew and glum, 
For they weren't quite the sort of thing, you bet, 
That a universal favourite should get : 
And, to give some slight conception unto you 
Of their nature, | will mention one or two ! 


Il. 
Jtem, a hamper with rattlesnakes in it, 
Which over his counterpane crawled in a minute, 
Jtem, a casket containing six spiders, 
Which straight on the tip of his nose became riders, 
Item, ten botties, all labelled as “Gin,” 
But which proved to have mustard and water within. 
dtem, a creel full of lobsters and crabs, 
Which at SLOPER’s poor tootsies made venomous grits. 
Item, twelve debits, as long as your sleeve— 
(Why the deuce were they posted on Valentine's Eve?) 
dtem, a meek-looking pannier, whence 
Came a score of dead cats which the hateful offence 
Ot the uncle of Hamlet resembied full well— 
For, alas! they were rank, aud to heaveu they did smell ! 


II. 
Furthermore, a horrid tribe of reptiles lonthsome 
Round the person of Old Spindleshanks did crawl, 
And our hero (by such Valentines made wroth) some 
Very strong and vicious expletives let fall. 
Then his soot-adorned habiliments he donned, 
And he started forth to drown himself i’ th’ pond! 


In the hall he met his family physician, 

Who secured him by the wool upon his head, 
And exclaimed, “In your deplorable condition 

It is meet that | should drag you back to bed. 
Then I'll cure the dreadful jim-jams you have got, 
And the horrid sights you've seen will vex you not, 
And you'll bless me when. with spirit grown elate, vou 
See the scores of bonnie Valentines that wait you!” 


“ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPBAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £176 5s. 847. 
SINCK RECRIVED:—ALLY SLOPER, . FO. 
ELIZABETH SWAINSON, 2s. 6d.; C.F. L., 18.3 A. 
EDMUND MATTHEWS, 18.3 « BOSaANQuert, 
SouTH AFRICA, 7s. d.; “CRIBBAGE” (Brigh 
A FRIEND, 5s, 
Making a total received up to February 7th, 1893, £179 1s. 2d. 


A PARLOUS PASTIME. 
[Two football fatalities at Bolton and one at Fermoy have occurred within 
a week,— Vide L’ress.) 

JUSTLY, justly may England claim 
That the love of her sons for each hardy game 
Has for years made Englishmen known to fame 

As heroes who licfer would die than yield. 
And, for making young hearts with high hopes replete, 
When braves with redoubtable braves compete, 
There's no trial of skill in the land can beat 

The excitement and zeal of the football field! 


Sen FA 
ton), 


As the innocent battle proceeds, what zest 
Makes the heart glow hot in each kindling breast, 
Till manceuvres that wouldn't disgrace our best 
Of gallants in war are betimes revealed, 
And into the spirits of those who mark 
The puissant charge comes the fire-ewarm spark, 
And delicate girls become Joans of Arc, 
As they gaze on the feats of the football ficld! 


But, alas! we have oft and again been tanght 
‘That the sport we so highly admire is fraught 
With a danger, from which it would seem that nanght 
Can the fighter who falls in the skirmish shield ! 
And, unless the wild game that’s so wildly played 
Can less risky to life and to limb be made, 
"Twill be well to engage in a stern crusade 
'Gainst the death-laden joys of the football field ! 
— 


THE BEST VOCATION FOR HIM. 

Coddles. What are you going to do with that boy of yours—put 
him into trade? 

Doddles. No; he’s too conscientious for that. The fact is, he 
will speak the truth. I was thinking about the Church, 

Coddles, Perfectiy absurd, my dear fellow! Condemn him toa 
pitiful curacy for life? ' 

Doddles, The Bar and the medical profession are equally unsuit- 
able. What would you advise? 

Coddles, The only chance I can see for him in this world is to 
make him a teacher in a deaf and dumb asylum, where he won't 
have to speak at all. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


ALLY calls his weed “The Terry Tobacco,” because he enjoys it 
so much in The Churchwarden. 

A WOMAN who has just bonght eighteen gallons of beer may not 
be a murderess, but she certainly has kilderkin, 

THE Philosophy of Plate-oh! When an animal meets with a 
reverse it becomes a lamina, 

WHEN it's winter in Encland it’s summer summer else, 
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SLOPBR’S SELEOT LIBRARY. 
THE FREAKS OF FORTUNE. 


eS 
CHAPTER XII. 

* "TWAS but a week after the fatal interview with the false one. 

There was consternation in Mr. Harmon's mind—black consterna 

tion. He 

was threat- 


ened with 
ruin, Mr. 
Harmon 
had met 


with serious 
losses be- 
fore. Once 
he had paid 
thirteen 
shillings 
for a blue- 
faced mon- 
hey, and it 
had died ere 
a week was 
past,and on 
another oc- 
casion oan 
ostrich had 
broken 
away from 
the estab- 
lishment, 
had raided 
an iron- 
monger’s 
shop, and 
had de- 
voured 
three pack- 
ages of gim- 
lets, two 
door-knobs, and a dozen of the Inrgest-sized ecrew-nnils ere it 
choked itself while attempting to eat a gridiron, That was a 
severe loss, for not only did the animal die, but the ironmonger 
sued him in the county court for the articles the bird had eaten, 

George Somers was losing flesh every day—wasactually becoming 
thin, and no amount of scientific feeding could check the ruin 
which was going on. Day by day, since the fatal interview with 
the false Mary Somers, had this ruinous pining been apparent, 
Already had three reefs been taken in on his philibeg, and yet it 
was too wide, and the garments which decorated the upper section 
of his ayia % bed hysique hung limply around him. 

The blow which Ean wrecked the affections of George Smith had 
also shattered his anatomy and threatened to rnin his professional 


Completely unstrung. 


career, and with his ruin was involved that of Mr, Harmon, That 
gentleman had 
Invested much 


money to produce 
in George Smith 
the rotundity of 
form which the 
British public is 
accustomed — to 
expect in its 
giants, and that 
money threatened 
to melt away in 
his very — sight. 
He had also in- 
vested largely in 
handbills, as weil 
usa huge oil 
painting,in which 
work of art some 
of the Royal 
family were in- 
terviewing the 
giant from a con- 
venient step-lad- 
der, These things 
would be useless 
if George Smith 
continued to 
evaporate as he 
had been doing 
for some days, 
and Mr. Har- 
mon refused 
to be comfeeted, 
And alike sad was George Smith. The blow that shattered his 
affections had evidently completely unstrung him. 

In the emergency Mr. Harmon had called ina fellow-showman, 
who ran an opposition Colossal Aggregation of Curiosities. ‘The 
two friends stood in solemn conclave over George, and viewed the 
situation from every aspect. 

“T's a bad cnse, ain't it?” said Mr, Harmon, as he appealed to 
Mr. Edwards, his friendly opponent. 

“Tt air,” said that gentleman, “an'T don’t see a way out of it.” 

“You see, he is not to blame,” continued Mr. Harmon. “ He 
cannot help it that ‘is affections ‘av’ been blighted, can he?” 

“Well, no. You wouldn't think of showin’ him as a marvellous 
ease of blighted affections, 
would you?” 

“It wouldn't do. If T 
showed his weskitasa proof 
of how stout he once was, 
no one would believe it 
was his. It might be any- 
body's, No, the blighted 
affections wouldn't work 
nohow.” 

Then they sat and medits- 
ted more in regard toGeorge, 
and that unhappy man con- 
tinued to sigh and brood 
over his misery. 

“It ain't only the loss of 
money.” sid Mr. Harmon 
to his friend. “f could bear 
that and not mind, but Lam 
sorry for the poor chap, too, 

You see, we've zoton very 
well together since | had 
him, and f rather like him.” 


George Smith 
QQ 


heard =the remark 
A tear gathered in his optic, 


In solemn conclave. 


itd 


nif 


made by Mr. Har- 
mon, and turned 2 
crateful eve towards 
tis employer. As 
he did so a tear 
gathered in his optic 
and rolled down- 
wards on his cheek. 
Softly he took hold 
ofa fragment of 
loose skin at the 
Dick of hia neck, drew it forward and wiped away the moisture, 
then he relapsed once more inte his condition of brooding thought, 

“Darn it all!” shouted Mr. Edwards; ° I see a way out of it, and 
there iaa fortune in it."—C 70 be concluded next week.) 
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THE “F.O.S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


Ie 


No. 295,—Count Tonstror, P.OS 


“Tt is with considerable pleasure that we place before our 
readers a likeness of this iustrions Reussian, whose portrait, we 
fowl assured, cannot but be revarded with ausht but the liveliest 
interest. At the same time, if our readers could only imagine 
one-half the diMficulty we have been at to procure the portrait, 
one-fourth the obstacles we hal to encounter in our efforts, they 
would appreciate even yet more highly the service we have done 
them. Spies, police avents every faction of Russian Officialdom, 
pon us with the of suspicion, 
y effort; but, with t ourhtof our 
2 our mind, we pers cd and in th 
st unfortunately, how owing to the 
unable to afford us the ne ary interview, we are not ina 
position to supply our readers with anything but the most meagre 
details of our hero's career. The Count, we may add, however, 
isa man of very advanced views, with the welfare of his country- 
men, the peasant more especially, at heart, aud, unlike many 
another subject of the Czar holding similar opinions, has hitherto 
contrived to steer clear of Siberia, Is not a composer, but owns 
to being responsible for the * Kreutzer Sonata,’ a literary work full 
of deep thought and a suggestion of naughtiness, Is marrie|, 
and devotes what time he can spare from the study of the social 
problems of the day to the society of a charming wife and several 
children, Chietly becanse he's a famous Russian, he was created 
F.O.S8, and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him 
February 5th, 1892."— ebrett Improved. 


This is the reason why Fitzgnbbins always turns up his nose 
at horse exercise now. 


“Here's a pretty go! the “ Unsweetened'’s” froze so hand you 


have to break it up with a hammer and swallow it in lumps.” 
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(Saturday, February 18, 1893, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


AN EYE TO BUSINESS. 


‘A FOWL PROCEEDING 


: Pile, 

Irate Bung. Look here, young feller, if you want a 
drink, you've come to the wrong shop. 

Young Fellow, Keep yer ‘air on, guv'nor; T see it's 

only a beer shop. I was lookin’ for a respectable hotel ! 


BARNEY’S VALENTINE; OR, THE PATRIOT’S GRATITUDE. 


Suitor, Mr. Bumblehea 1, I wish to pay my addresses to your danghter. 
Rumblehrad (with mind running on business). Onn, yes; of course, Just wait one moment, and I'll tell my 
clerk to write you out a receipt, 


we 
Uf 


— 
fi Av eae 
Ne WE f 
Fat 
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fi "Z@B 4, 
7 ei r 


(1) Dan Murphu (a sympathetic admirer), And who's the valentoine for, Barney, 
me bouchal’ Harney U Gallows (the released dynamiter). Shure, ‘tis a little remim- 
brance for the Chafe Sicritary, to let the cratur see that the poor prisoner has not 
forgotten his koind liberathor, and to put him in moind av the pathriots still poinin’ 
in gaol. That's all, me jewel! Dan Murphy. Shure, it’s yersilf’s the sow! av ginerosity ! 
Om passin’ the post mesilf, and OF dhrop it in for ye—(2) Shure, Barney's lost 
his head wid ill-treatment to be wastin’ gifts ona Saxon divil loike that! Oi wondher 


what's insoide av it. (Sniff) No, it's not tobaccy neither! It feels soft. Maybe 
it’s bank notes !——(8f Mornin, Mickey! Oi'm investhigatin’ a small matther here, 
which Oj belave may turn out to me advantage, but sorra a one av me can see half 
an inch into it! Mick Mulligan. Och! whoy wud ye be throyin' yer oyesoight that 
way for? Give me hould av it, me bhoy!—(4) Bedad, Oi'll soon cpen up the 
intarior wid me knoife. Barney must be crazed intoirely to be sindin’ prisints tu 
—(5) Bang!!! © There's more sinse in the cratur, Barney, than Oi thought!" 


“BOLO ADVERTISEMENT.” 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. 


Mistress, Look at the dirt on this clair, Mary. 
Mary. Yes, mum; it was left there by the last 
servant. 


The Hon. Starch Green says he can make from twenty to fifty 


No. 49.—Catherine. guineas a night like this, 
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